LITERARY  BIBLES                        55

and ladies, however gaily they may be clad, are no more sub-
stantial than wizards and fairies. An unmitigated fare of me-
dieval romance would soon make our Robinson Crusoe exceed-
ingly sick 5 he would starve amid a marvelous profusion of
sweets. This is a "country of the soul" indeed 5 but one in which
man cannot live for long.

That is why our Bible of Romance could not stand by itself,
but would need, as its corrective and complement, the Bible of
Ironic Naturalism. This was felt already in the Middle Ages.
By the side of high-flown romance flourished mocking tale and
cynical farce. And not seldom did romance, in mid-air, suddenly
seek the earth, laughing at its own broken flight. The first part
of the Romance of the Rose is an allegory of refined love5 the
second an encyclopedia of bourgeois common sense. Chaucer
added a rollicking cynical Envoy to his sad and sweet tale of
patient Griselda. This culminates in Don Quixote, greatest of
romances and satire on all romances. Let us repeat that mockery
is but a corrective: even in Don Quixote, the supremacy of ro-
mance is not seriously challenged. Don Quixote is mad, and the
fool of the story j but he is the noblest character in the book.
We are half ashamed of ourselves for deriding his absurdities.
The unavoidable "realism" of trivial care passes away, scorned
and soon forgotten j the dream of Don Quixote still haunts us.
We could thus imagine a contrasted Bible with Malory and
Spenser at one end, Rabelais and Balzac at the other, and, in
the center, mocking and wistful, Cervantes.

Unexpectedly enough, it is in the great tormented mystic
Pascal that we find the pithiest expression of this counterblast
to romance, this willful and brutal return to earth, this attitude
of ironic naturalism: "Man is neither an angel nor an assj he
who poses as an angel makes an ass of himself." Stress the
anti-romantic side, seek the ass, the ape, the swine in man, and
you are led to cynicism, to Swift's savage picture of the loath-
some Yahoos, to Aldous Huxley's Inferno, Eyeless in Gaza.
Flippancy is but cynicism In lighter vein: we may be compelled
to take the absurdities of humankind tragically, but we need